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B. “UNTITLED” & OTHER POEMS 


G 
C. PAINFUL ENTRY 


D. LONG LINES OF LEAST INSISTANCE 


KE. NONE OF THE ABOVE 


(answer on p. 159) 


E. Waverly Land 
(hereinafter referred to 
as “‘anonymous’’) 


Dedication: To my friends and accomplices, especially Janet, 
Ron, Jeff and Dick. 


Some of these poems first appeared in Human Voice Quarterly: a 
magazine of the arts, Cairn, South and West, and St. Andrews 
Review, to which magazines the author’s thanks. 


Cover Photo by Steve Bryen 


c 1974 
E. Waverly Land 


THE MASTER SAID: 


I can still remember the 
days when a scribe left 

blank spaces 

and when someone using 

a horse (for the first 

time) hired a man to drive it. 
But that is all over now! 


A Re-compilation of Non-Dimensional No.’s 


Measuring downhill flow of slush 
Against defined parameters of 
uncertainty 
Compared with annualized seasonal 
permutations utilized to inhibit 
deobligations of authority figures 
for generally 
enough is more than what is 
required 
& In mud we rust. 


Untitled No. 5 


Sharp TEETH 
ANGRY WORDS 
LONG PROFANE GLANCES 
HOWcome YOU LOVE ME 
so much? 


Untitled No. AF 


Poltergeists moved my bed again 
this morning-- just before you called. 
I shouldn’t mind at all, I don’t think, if they moved it 
while I wasn’t in it. 


And the day before yesterday I discovered 
the meaning of time. 


Patterned squares of 
carpeting 

glued to the laundromat floor 
add the colors to 
the scenery 

the machines stole from 
your clothes. 


Untitled No. BG 


I 
Empty boxcars for you to throw apples in 
going 60 both ways 


too fast to jump into 


don’t know where you’d end up 
even if you did 


don’t want to go there 
cause it’d look just like here 


for sure. 


II 
Frozen pipes in the kitchen 
landlord done paid to fix ’em 


smile at plumber anyway 
who’s deaf and doesn’t 
understand your language. 


I’d give up living if I couldn’t read lips. 
Ill 
Concrete January forgotten 
slivers and slabs disappeared 
Now it’s the frigidaire door 
won’t shut 


& the left-over pills on the floor 


If only there was a train that went somewhere. 


Pickenfoot Chronicle (No. 1) 


Ebeneezer Pickenfoot--a Juneflower Pilgrim-- 
is not remembered for his outstanding 
contribution to the language. 

Pickenfoot was responsible for the 
creation of ‘“‘wow.”’ 


Goodman Pickenfoot--being Puritan bent--had no 
socially acceptable use for ‘‘wow.”’ 
He could have saved it to give pagan Indians 
as ransom instead of beads when captured. 
He could have smuggled it back to England and had 
the royalties deposited in a Swiss bank. 


What to do with such a sinful creation. 


Ebeneezer Pickenfoot lived out his lonely days carving 
‘““wow’’ in semi-gothic letters on trees deep, 
deep in the forest. 


Untitled No. AD 


Hey, There, Hurdy Gurdy Man, Your 
gorilla is smashing my organ 
and the circus screams on. 
Howls of caged ex-animals 
vibrate iron bars but not 
the drums of deaf lion-tamer ears. 


Meanwhile back of the Midway, the 
reality hawker is auctioning a rubber crutch. 


Ferris wheels of the eye retinas draw away 

the electricity of the brain. 
Penguins remind you of Fred Astaire, 

while it was dogs that found the Lennon grass. 
The Kool-aid is acid void. 


‘‘Sold to the straight young man with green ears, 
one genuine vaseline-coated rubber crutch.”’ 


Pome About Gibson 


When I say ‘‘goo”’ 
drop lemonade in your shoe. 


Containerized freight 
Hearse whistle (or is ita horn?) at4am 

announcing its 
arrival. 


Unless I lock all the doors my landlord 
walks in without knocking. 


Unmailed postcard on the front hall table 
—Having lousy time 
wish you were here— 


I lean over and whisper in my year 
YOU’RE INSANE GODDAMIT 
YOU’RE INSANE 


the 
tedium is the message. 


| Epithalamium 
for me and my mistress 


Far flea it from me 
to intervene in your proposed 
set of activities 
but the day you thought was 

yesterday 

is tomorrow | 

| more or less. 
So leave us mess around a while longer 
& take our pet rocks for a 

long walk around the park. 


own 


Extinction Manual 


you were watching me as I 
was screwing a ewe 

in that valley of the White Trash Mtns. 
that no one knew 


absence makes the heart go wander 
so what’s one more hump on a pickle 
more or less? 


li 
dammit, Lazarus, wake up & 

take out the garbage 
something around here stinketh mighty high 


lii 
from the U.S. Dept. of the Army Field Manual--Mar. ’68 (f{m21-76) 
‘‘Survival, Evasion and Escape’”’ 


p. 152 ‘‘Fish can be speared, shot, netted, hooked, 
caught by hand, or stunned by rock or club.’’ 


p. 154 ‘Pick up a porcupine only after it is dead.’’ 


Marvelous, Agreeable Thing, Piss 
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Stop what you’re doing - to ease your pain 
Reflect while you’re pissing - it’ll lessen your strain. 


As opposed to the art of the fart, 
you needn’t be a master of the piss 
(just so you’ll never miss). 


Do you know that piss can be used to purify 
| water for drinking 
(you only need a few drops) 
that in a pinch you can use it 
to clean a wound in the field? 
Or that what makes the suds when you piss 
is ammonia, I think. 


Never the less 
to piss 
is bliss. 


Before 


Somewhere out of sight 
of any rainbow 
Lurks the shadow of a tree 
carved 
climbed 
scarred 
by us some years before 
The tree cannot be located now 
dis-tracted by houses now 
where it could not be moved 
by floods and treehouse campfires 
before 
Now dozed under carports and cul-de-sacs 
must be that tree 
and Indian artifacts and arrowheads 
And the gold of the fools we were before. 


rash trash 


I. In the processes related to 
hanging on for mere life 

any discovery of potential enhancing 
interventions 

becomes a subfunctional planning 
activity 

or an imperative 

reprioritization 
though 
_ the floor is always an alternative. 


II. Apostles of apostasy 
astride bellybanded appaloosa 
geldings | 
trampled the gilt-ridden lillies 
sprouting from the dry running streams 
of consciousness 
down around the corner 
near the tourist home of ill 
repute 


III. Appeal to the underservedness 
instigated by 
incongruent conceptual com- 
monalities 
of disease 
-and 
where indicated 
podiatry- 
but only so far as 
development of software and 
technical services 
for automated vocabulary control 
will encourage further utilization of 
extensive nondestructive 
evaluation criteria. 
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On Being Reduced To Sighs 
/Or/ 
Pat. Pend. 


Great Northern, Southern, Santa Fe-- 
Isn’t anyone going my way? 


Eleventh floor 
coming down a 
part 
firm foundations sinking 
going under 
Preventive rehabilitation efforts not 
withstanding. 


Great Northern, Southern, Santa Fe-- 
Mumble, fumble, I’ve nothing to say. 
Admitting impediments in 
| another cushioned load 
I’ve been making nothing happen 
blameless once more. 

Great Northern, Southern, Santa Fe, 
Let me ride (I’m unable to pay!) 
Steal away 

steel a way 

grope out of the way of the gathering hordes 
In the pillage, in the pill age, in the pillage. 


Great Northern, Southern, Santa Fe-- 
Isn’t anyone going my way” 


Fragments From Accessories 


After The Fact 


V. Night frowned esquimaux 
resplendent upon air cushions 
through careful consideration of 
the ramifications of nympholepsy 
have rechoired that 
in bending 
there be truth. 


VI. A high dosage of transcendental necromancy 
complicated by serusly undeveloped 
aspiration inflation techniques. 
may cause 
fracture of composites 
delayed hypersensitivity 


minimal residual systematic tumors 


and one or two melancholic burps. 


VII. All attempts at forcible entry 
have come to naught 
and gone no further 
I say 


too, emotional appeals by sexual dilettantes 


And Still, 
there are circus screams 
emanating from yonder treehouse. 
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Is The Plural Of Caboose-- 


Cabeese ? 
or 
Expanded 
How I Moved To Gibson & Contracted (Choose One!) 
Neglected 


My Consciousness 


Erie LackaWanna 
Baby, dontcha wanna 
Take a ride on the O--hi-o 
Central. 


Old Shorty’s Peanut Parlor is only three doors 
up the street from 
Sadie’s Dry Goods. 
(dry gods for 
discrete sale) 


The Station Agent lives overhead with his Wife and 
Assorted Friends. 


Reading C&O B&O R, F&P 
do you still love me? 


Escape! Come over to Royal Crown Cola 
Compliments of Z.V. Pate’s General Store 
Cotton Gin & 
Funeral Home. 


Erie LackaWanna 
Baby, dontcha wanna 
Take a ride on the O-hi-o 
Central. 
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The Maine Event 


I 
Getting there is worth half a nun. 


The shards of one’s mind litter the highway and 
occasionally puncture weak tires. 


Delaware bridge is falling down 
falling down 
falling down 


It must be--why else would they 
be building another one right 
next to the old one? 


You can’t hear what that freak in the next car is saying 
No communication-intimacy at 65 
miles per dour 
hour. 


Eventually the Connect- &- cut Toll road 
is going to draw and quarter to death 
half of New England. 


II 
Caution: Moose X-ing Next 18 Miles. 


Speed violation may mean Loss of License 
(take that any way 
you want, buddy.) 


Ads for skis 
snowmobiles 
jeeps 
No ads for sunny vacations in 
Florida, Bermuda or 
even Puerto Rico. 
III 


Getting back isn’t none 
Leftover potted ham sandwiches & an empty thermos 
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Fat sandy rocks for a friend 
Plotting a short shory never to be written. 


Crawling anxious irritated traffic 
8 lanes worth 
fighting for space in a 2 lane tunnel 
just to get to Jersey” 


Rubbernecked when I passed an accident being taken care of 
Even remembered where it was so I could read about it 
in the papers. 


I’m back 
I’m back 


good enough, until I try to recall 
why it was I left in the first place. 


Another Laurinburg Trip 


When I say ‘‘goo”’ 
drop lemonade in your shoe 


While Ill take you on a tour 
of things we’ve all seen before 


listen to the country blues singer ask us 
‘‘How can you love your mother 


if she’s a whore?”’ 


compare the B.F. Goodrich sign (which is fairly new 
but drab) to the Holiday Inn’s green and orange 


Then we can avoid the fight at the drive-in 
but circle back to watch the cops break it up. 


Please don’t ask me if it’s worth it 


I’d have to say no 
& then we wouldn’t go. 
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Winter Requiem For A Gray Tree 


That tree that was planted between 
the trashcan and the ramp last summer 
lost out not too long ago. 


The landscape dieties that be 
(the Same ones who never 
acknowledge that people 
walk in straight lines 
and not 90 degree angles) 
Decided to condemn that tree. 


It was in January when a new tree was planted to 
replace the one which had just 
been yanked out of the ground 
with a hydraulic attachment on 
the Grounds Maintenance pick-up 
truck. 


And the new tree died a month later during the big ice storm. 


Maine Lining 


That bridge sign we just passed 
said 
‘‘Nonesuch River’ 
and I looked 
but I couldn’t see a thing. 


It'd been just before dawn 
when we drove through 
Cos Cobb 
Conn. 
on the legally closed superhighway 
and about that time we stopped 
at the 
“Open All Night Truck Stop”’ 
which was also closed 
We had not known it was that late. 
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Conspiracy & Possession With A Tent 


Reading C&O, Maine & Penn Central 
Is we all 
Is we all 

Heading for a Fall 


Feedback Loops--a new sugar 
coated Break 
fast treat guaranteed to 
be unpalatable to rats-- 
is carted by 
on the freight cars what give 
green lights to enervation 
As Chessie’s System, po’ sleepy puss-cat, 
is coming apart at the ties 
Cusioned containerized freight 
crosses the Hardware River 
& passes us 
trudging along the seminal 
Seminole Trail 
not quite yet starving on the 
dividends of a divided highway 
past a Muddy Creeek 
over where the Rucker’s Run & 
other branches that trickle under feet 


B&O, Southern, R F & P 
Following 

Fallowin’ 

Chasing after me 


Sumerduck 5 miles 
from Remington & Winchester & 900 
kinds of Day Lilies 
And so on to Pater’s Fields 
magnamatic fields 
where calves be 
lowing 
And Patches of Pipsissewa & 
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Poke & | 
big hairy vines of Poison Ivy not 
un with standing 
Cave in 
Succumb again 
To the Bucolic Plague 


Reading, C & O, Maine & Penn Central 
Is_ we all 

Is we all 

Headed for the fall—— 


Untitled 


Did you ever build a tree house in your 
back yard? 


Lots of kids do. 


I built one one time 
but before I finished it I had to move away. 


I did go back one day. An Interstate Highway 
had been built between my yard 
and the park. 


When they were building our new house and digging the 
basement 
they came across an Indian burial ground. 


I wanted a skull 


but all they gave me 
was some teeth. 
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A New Year’s Poem for the Left-over 
Blank Spaces in an Air Mail, Special 


Delivery Letter to Dick Lee 1973 


I. Confession is good for the mole 
or so we are told 
but does it help him to 
capitalize on lost opportunities? 


II. A single instance of 
explicit sexual congress with 
a demoted Salvation Army Sargeant in 
a hijacked freight elevator 
will infuse new blood into your life. 


III. Will the person 
or persons 
responsible for the plethora of 
cigarette butts in public urinals, 
Please sit down! 


IV. Weather the blows of 
yessir’s years? 
Swelter the snows of today for 
tomorrow is scheduled the 
beginning of the monsoon season, 
And the circus we’d planned 
may just be rained out 
beyond repair. 


V. Concussions are good for the bold 
or so we’ve been sold 
but does it help them to 
capitalize on lost opportunities? 
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Untitled No. 8 


From my window I could see the rusty 
barges skirt the pilings for the 
new bridge. 


The curtains were made stiff and brown by the 
salty wind if the windows were left open. 


I liked living there with my grandmother but she refused 
to let me put my bed in the window alcove. 


But she did let me tear her 
telephone books in half 
like the strongman on the Ed Sullivan Show 
and also shoot arrows at her old wheelchair 
in the garage. 


She was too blind to count the goldfish in the pond. 


Untitled No. 13 (b) 


Did you ever write a sonnet with only 
thirteen lines? 


Of course you have. 
You've also probably wished for longer legs or 
shorter arms or more hair 


on your face. 


I started growing bald at eighteen 
and my father just laughed. 
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Untitled No. 17 


Gird up thy loins 
could be either an aggressive or 
defensive admonition 
or just your occasional salutation. 


Once I dropped my bible, hymnal and prayerbook 
off the garage roof. It rained that 
night and they all got ruined. 


Blow smoke in my ear 
and I'll follow you anywhere-- 


--it could prove to be a hassle 
for the both of us, though. 


Untitled No. 29 


The palms of my balled-up fists 
sweat in my coat pockets 
because it’s winter in the South. 


Winter doesn’t affect my tunnel vision as much as time will. 


If we were gifted with the wisdom 
that no-one that I know has 
we might be smart enough 
to avoid the screams of the circus 
due in town on Saturday. 


We’ve gone too far 
We’ve missed the parking lot again. 


Did I ever tell you about the time Iran away? 
I was four years old and hid under 
the magnolia tree and ate a whole 
big box of raisins. 
When I’d finished the raisins, I had to go back because 
I was addicted to them by then, 
Leaving only when I could feed my habit 
by myself. 


I have a dried grape on my back. 


Untitled No. 32 


A stolen civil defense sign 
| which I had taken from the elementary school 
basement , 
(CAPACITY: 150 PERSONS) 
pointed to the fall-out shelter 

we had dug in the back yard. 


But the first heavy rain caused our 
fall-out shelter to 
fall in. 


After that we camped by the river 
in our own puptents. 
But our illegal campfire 
caught the river on fire. 


We were afraid to tell our parents 
but told all our friends. 


Untitled No. 34 


Don’t get too upset just because the boat left 
you on the dock--your ticket was forged, 
I did it myself and copied the wrong time. 


Relax here awhile, or let’s go sit on the bridge. 


We can talk about my tumored and pregnant cat-- 
like the time she killed the neighbor’s 
chihuahua and deposited it on the 
front seat of your car. 


Or about the one time all winter it snowed-- 
it amounted to an inch and 
the kids with sleds didn’t 
have a whole lot of fun until 
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I skidded into your car. 


Remember the fleas we couldn’t get rid of, no matter 
how many times we clubbed them 
with your flashlights? 


Or the only time your father came to visit and sat 
on the porch railing above the 
holly bush-- 
he was no fun--he fell right 
over. 


No, don’t leave. I’ll shut up, I promise. 


Untitled No. 37 


I was standing on the front porch 
talking to the senile census taker 
trying to be heard above the thunder and wind 
& grits drove by ina pick-up and gawked 
& contemplating an abortion for the sassy 
pregnant cat in my arms, 


When you rode by in the caboose of the freight train 
& waved. It shocked me ’cause I hadn’t seen you 
in two years--except in those pipe tobacco ads 
in Newsweek (how much did you get paid for them”) 


But what shocked me even more, 
it was something I couldn’t explain, 
was that that caboose was 15 cars from the 
end of the train. 
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Untitled No. 44 


So there you were, remember’? 
on the back of the pick-up truck 
stoned on your beautiful ass 
couldn’t move even 
upstairs 


you turned your head 
and watched me 
don my gas mask as I sat on 
the oily old Buick to 
watch the train go by. 


Later on you remarked about how the cotton gin sounded like 
a circus. 


Untitled No. 49 


A statue spray-painted silver 
it used to be black 
hides in the debris on top of my empty dresser | 
which is blocked by the ironing board you loaned me 
last July. 


In bed, I argue that survival is a sin 
and ignore the damned door bell. 


Since man is finite, the universe must be also. 


Unironed curtains keep me from having to watch the women 
arrive at the dress factory at 7 am 
next door. 


Slowly, reverently, I sing a new song 
‘Sincerity, Baby, you’re a real drag, 
So give me back my carpet bag.”’ 


If one has to be incoherent on top of being insane-- 


by all means relax, relax, and make the 
most of it. 
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Untitled No. 63 


How long did it take you to learn to ride a bicycle? 
It took me two years. 


I learned to swim faster because my father 
threatened to drown me 
if I didn’t. 


All my mother ever did was float on her back and 
get sunburned. 


It was that summer that I climbed down into an abandoned 
iron mine shaft and couldn’t 
find my way out. 


While I was still in the shaft, one of the lifeguards 
at the beach drowned when his 
boat capsized. 


Untitled No. 64 


I have this extra, ordinary friend 
who’s a chronic conversation thief. 
He’s got away with words 

at least three times this month, 
But if I catch him again 
for his own good to be sure 
I’m going to turn him in 

to an authority 

preferably one on words of course, 
but just any old one will do 

for a pinch. 


Untitled No. 73 


Sole lonely 
I’m sitting & watching the birds on 
the phone wires 
hoping one would fall off. 


The second toad of spring is being attacked 
by the beagle puppy-- 
personally, I’m rooting 
for the toad. 


There’s no-one here but part of me. 
I tried writing a nostalgic piece 
about the White Trash Mtns. 
of Ol’ Virginny 
but I’ve never been to see them. 


Looking out the window is often the best diversion I can think of. 


Untitled No. 86 


The overwhelming voluptuousness 
of your body 
aside 
you give the impression 
of complete comfort with 
and-or in 
your body 


Which we 
who find it necessary to 
tapdance on rubber crutches 
envy 


And as for me 
the sharer of your mattress 
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I think this outweights 
the minor impression 
you give 
asleep 
of having all of the 
grace 
poise 
posture 
and aplomb 
of yesterday’s beached whale 


And so 
when you make unseemly noises at me 
in your sleep 
it really doesn’t bother me at all 


Untitled No. 87 


It isn’t often I get dressed up 
mostly I just get dressed down 
but for the occasion I wore spats 
to cover the spots 
on my shoes (mouseblood on my right 
& dollhouse paint on my left) 
I'd outdid myself 
rather than be outdone by a total stranger 
As I wandered through the crowds at the museum 
with my beard politely stuffed in my mouth. 


I was trying to uncover my tracks 


whose disappearance had pleased me 
only a short time ago. 
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Untitled No. 90 


Could it indeed 
have been said that 
‘‘Man shall have 
Dominion...’’? 


Ah Come On Now! 
isn’t it just possible 
that someone 
incorrectly reported it, 
or 
that it got garbled in 
translation? 


Won’t you agree 
that the intended statement 
was really 
‘Man shall 
perceive a dominion...’’ 


That fits into my world view 
so much more neatly. 


Untitled No. 92 (to Stephanie H.) 


I simply te not understand 
people 
who talk 
of the 
Psychopathology of 
Everyday Life 


I myself have often banged elbows 
with passing psychopaths 
but 

I have yet to meet 
an everyday life 

It must be a cartoon 
character or an 
abstraction or else 
someone’s mind fig. 


29 


30 


Untitled No. 101 


Since the trains are still running 
why is it they no longer stop? 


Aren’t the people who live in the same 
houses the same people? 


I can’t boldy inquire, 
for they’re sure to circumvent 
& I can’t re call 
it all looks so different 
from what I thought it was like. 


Untitled No. 105 


Lactate dehydrogenasc isoenzyme mal- 
distribution in the cerebral sphingolipidoses 
and other neurological disorders 
got you down? 


Are overlapping 
temporary setbacks 
making it impossible for you to 
maintain the sublime? 


Are internalized anal fantasies 
wrecking havoc on 
your business affairs? 


Ambivalence 
may be the cure what 
ails you. 


Untitled No. 112 


the gardener sepa rated 
the good plants 

from the bad weeds 
very carefully 
and carted them 

(the good plants) 
away. 
for he was a 
bad garden gardener 

you see 

and very good at his work 


ii. 

aloof of dread 
fills the hole 
of our soul 


our alienation is the 1st defense 
of the really sane 


the virtue & necessity of 
our ambivalence 


how can we lose? 
how can we win? 


iii. 

‘“‘the only cure for too much is more’”’ 
said the mule 

but a mule has no sense of humor 

& there’s no use pretending he does 
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Untitled No. 135 


After carefully sub-optimizing 
one’s alter- 
natives 
it is reasonable 
and proper 
to provisionally decide 
-after refactoring in the 
uncertainty principle- 
that respiratory insufficiencies 
& other problem areas of 
passive countersurveillance 


are merely extenuations or corollaries of 
the axiom which states 
‘‘What is assuredly beneficient 
for the caboose 
will commensurately avail 
for the tender.’’ 


About the author: 


A freight train enthusiast during his extended stay in the 
therapeutic community of Gibson, North Carolina, E. Waverly 
Land has successfully eluded capture by the determined forces of 
the St. Andrews Alumni Office and the Better Business Bureau of 
Kennebunkport, Maine for some years. 
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